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ence. For in that harbor, in such a hell as never blazec
before, at the end of a lost battle, the rags and blemishe
of democracy fell away. There, beaten but unconquered
in shining splendor she faced the enemy. They sent awa'
the wounded first. Men died that others could escape.
It was not so simple a thing as courage, which the Nazi
had in plenty.
It was not so simple a thing as discipline which can b<
hammered into men by a drill sergeant.
It was not the result of careful planning because then
could have been little.
It was the common man of the free countries rising ii
all his glory out of mill, office, factory, mine, farm anc
ship, applying, to war the lessons learned when he wen
down the shaft to bring back trapped comrades, when h<
hurled the lifeboat through the surf, when he endurec
poverty and hard work for his children's sake.
This shining thing in the souls of free men Hitler can
not command or attain, or conquer. He has crushed i
where he could from German hearts.
It is the great tradition of democracy.
It is the future.
It is victory,*
"That is very beautiful," the Englishman said to me
"Very beautiful."
"It is a little different from your propaganda whicl
says to the Indian 'Join the Army because the Arnr
gives you good food and good pay/ which, incidentally
the Army doesn't. The food is lousy and the pay is low/
The Englishman was piqued. He retorted, "Do yoi
think the peasants and office boys of India to whon
our recruitment is directed would understand the Ian
guage of the New York Times? Two square meals a da^
is what they want, not the 'shining thing in the souls o
free men/ "
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